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B¢  The Worth of the Camisa

(Combimued from page o)

Muiligney prettily. Then, her mind made up, she

.nl]d. mischievously and tiptoed for-

“A woman who understands the
dress of the inlands would have noticed
her camizseio, of costly pima cloth, an
wuze, becomingly red and em-

GLIMB THE LADDER TO SUCGESS

Ouer yeans ot experience 03 mall srder experts
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Small lavestment, qrick retiens, larpe profin.
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in little flowers. From her
slender hips fell the akirt of some
white material, and around ber wainst
was wrapped u lapiz of black af Her
eet bare, as is the custom of the
islands, moved back and forth in the
beaded velvet alippers she wore. Her
face—but ane cannot describe a vision,
You've all seen Mason's eyes, big and
brows and dreamy, Well her's were
like that, only black and brighter. So
with ber hair—a shimmering black
aurcole mround an enchantment of love-
liness. No wonder her besuty had
spread through the islandsl

“Dut as she came tiptoeing toward
Mason a bird jost over his bead burst
suddenly into song. It was a fanfare
for his Princess, and, turning, Mason
saw her, Never mind what 11& mum-

bled when he begged her pardon for
havi startled her. If you think I'm
oing to tel! aboit that man's con-

uaion you are mistaken. Only 1 shall
tell you that Marthe, langhing to her-
sell, replied in pure Spanish:

“YByt, eitor, you have trespassed,
and to do that is wrong,' .

en, unable to restrain her feel-

i&n. wshe Ilugllud merrily. So did

ason—only he laughed longer, so
#s to give his scattered wits time to
collect. Meanwhile she stood watch-
i:ll: him, a puf‘l‘;:d smile hmh;lat
t carners o T [ L
be was making ."ﬁi m-&f.
replied:

“‘But 1.did trespass. 1 am a stran-

ﬁ" I have lost my way in the woods.
ow ghall 1 find my way back to San
Fernando?

“*Walk fifieen feet to the road, she
directed, and Mason her eyes
ight . lt‘I hour w:'?ll.
T and wal n an you
reach San Fernando.'

"Never mind whether Mason fol-
lowed her directions or mot. Remem-

ber it was in mid- in the soft
tropies, with the lands of the conven-
tions thousands of miles

away. Re-
member, too, that Mason, m some
troubadour of old, had come M‘l:ﬁ
his of Dreams. No galley
borne b Rl'f’t‘“ 5: hi]dchcolm by the
Dagupan road, w
be ms;i:vlr worse,

“And 9o began the courtship of
Marthe of San Fernando and Mason,
the sergesnt of Manila. Of course,
they arranged things so they both at-

d a concert, and, acting as i they
had never before seen each other, were
introdoced by the old Fresdente, her
ather. Subsequently Mason, being a
very wise _roun, person, talked with
him about the future of the islands,

ways ending with some unblushing
2 to conditions in San Fer-
nando were better than anywhere else.

beyan
home, & great stone
frcm the roid in a
trees. And, as Mart
g;l excuse hl.: temiin
ason was happy.
"But one dn‘jluﬂu wasn't in the
room, She remained in the
arden. Before her a book lay d

So it was not long before the Presi- th
dente invi

viting Mason to his

ove of banana
always found
in the room,

haciendo set back T

for oy American. And a sergeant—
not even u commissioned officer! The
impudence of it—bah!’

“But before leaving Mason went to
the garden. All Spain couldn't hive
stopped him, Of course, Marthe c:led
and Mason said all the things—and
moro—-tiu & man says at timen.
He said other things, too, And as
the heard them Murthe brightened,
even laughed. Then Masom wellt Wis
way. BHack to Manila he turned. but
always before ]
his Princess leaning over the hociendo
wall watching until a bend in the road
drew a green curtain ncrops the scene.

“A week later the Presidente put
Marthe in the Convent of Our Lady

Muries—a gray prison in the old
walled city of Manila, But more than
convent wills were necessary to shut
out the love of Marthe and Mason,
Every Monday Iner, a young servant
in the Presidemte’s houschold, came to
the convent for Marthe's washing.
week later she returned, and always at
the bottom of the wash-basket luy a
note from Muson  Also, before Iner
left for San Fernando she met him
and delivered the note which Marthe
always had ready. And s their Jove
grew and grew—warmer, stronger,

“The weeks passed and Mason's term
of service was drawing to'n close, On
a Friday night he was to receive his

him was the picture of

discharge. hat Monday Inez carried
a note mto the eonvent. It was filled
with material facis and plans-—=some-

thing that none «f the others had been,
It told that Mason had arranged every-
thing for their marriage on Siturday™

At this point Hiake interrupted me
with an exclamation.

“How could they be married? In
the convent? he asked sarcastically.

For an answer 1 went on with the
%% o,

"Of course, it was to be an elo
ment. Once a year the girls in that
conyent are taken down to Manila Bay
for a swim, Guarded by the nuns they
beiore daybreak and dress on the
Now, in Marthe's last letter
she told that Saturday wan to be the
ty. and Mason had his plans instantly.
the procession of girls and nuns
filed out of the gate he was to be wait-
just acroms the Malycon Drive
with a cochers and a team of horses.
As soon as Marthe saw him she was
to alip out of the procession and run
to meet him, Then the cochero would
drive them to Malita, where Mason
had amnfed to have a minister marry
them. Of course, under the circume-
stances to be married by a padre was
impossible. Not only was Mason a
Protestant, which wonld require time
for a dispensation, but the bunns wonld

have to miblished,

“So about an hour before dawn on
Saturday we drove down the Malycon
Drive and drew up in the shadows
near the old walled eity., 1 was along,
as best man. Just opposite was the
Cale Real gate, with its drawbridge
and the moat that rimmed the wall as
far as it went. One by one the stars
were paling and dying. The color of
the h changed—no longer
light—but the serious noble blue of
are phires, a faint radi that
drew a silvery veil over the earth. Be-
yond the tree tops the walls and
towers of old Manila lay in a dark
silh ingt the enc d aky—
& medicval fantasy living agsin, And
::-i 1 wnlub’d the drawbridge, silent and

of it, though, she was not
reading. Instead, she was watching
the sunset. Owver the Maciendo wall the
sky was (urnin ver toward the blue
hills of Luantwla, their crests slowly
chmrag from searlet to gold, Of in
the forests the birds were chotpl‘.nq

m, P to hear
rattle down and a knight in shining
mail to come faring forth.
"Then the drawbridge did rattle
down. The gate clanked back. Two
vague forms dressed in white appeared
in the darkened aperture, After them
l:lmctall:er:. scores of them, all white

drowsily. From the
the Lﬁ:‘ln of a bell. But to Marthe
the soft coming of twilight brought no
iranquility. Instead, she began to
glance uneasily over her shoulder—
nervous qrucu directed at the library
window. From behind its curtaing, you
see, Mason was ns lhlﬂ‘?'l"-
dente for the hand of his daughter in
m“iﬂ t h

" on't know how
prooched him, but he must bave blun-
dered. A he told it to me, the old
man flew into o rage, called him a
gruumplm American and ordered
im from the honse, 1 think his last
words to Mason were:

"‘Mi duughter is of the old aristo-
cratic blood of the islunds, She is not

ason  ap-

B sirange process thiat
stole slowly into the night—birds leay-
ing & cage, the door of which had been

m)uml. But then T saw other forms, pit

ack-garbed from h to foot—the
nuns—who walked as in_white
wilked, step for step, silent figures,
dark shadows falling seross the birds,
“Now the leaders bad passed us and
gone the other way, [ n Mason.
I was afraid lh? would hear his ex-
cited breathing. 1 felt his band tremble
as. raising it, be broshed
Then I saw him wave,
“‘Marthe! Marthe! he called.
“Toward us irl wis running—a
YM in white, who had soddenly darted
rom her place in the procession. UDe-
hind her a commotion had arisen. A

ead

my c¢h :‘ek.

Silk Stockings

For Men and Women

Send ua One Dollar and we'll mail
you thiee pairs of the finest silk stock-
g you ever saw at the pi

These stockings are beautiful to_the
eye and sonthing o the skis. ‘Their
delicate gaure weight and fir
makes em wonderfully comfortable.

The, are made of fine silk Hile thread,
In Wik and wll the popular colors,
Heele and and wes wte spliced with Hnen
and the solvs e made double, insuring
longer wear than vedinarly,

On account of their shees, filmy rex-
ture and extreme comion, for summer
wear, they cannot be excelled.

Take advantage of this remarkable
offer atonce. 1o writing, state size and
color wanted, lIn case no colors
specified, we will mail one pair each o

k, navy and tan, the colors moss
ealled for,

1f, upon examination, you are not por
fectly satishied, send them back to us and
your money will be cheerfully refundid

3 pairs for One Dollar
Single pair, 35 cents

Agents Wanted in Every Town
Germantown Silk Hose Company

5017 Pulaski Ave., Germantown, Pa.

‘beat their sharp tottoe,
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3 pairs for $1|

nun cried out in alarm. Others Luhu'ﬂ ’

her, their voices raised shrlly. Some-
where a girl healed into Iaughtrr—
another, another, as the word sped
from one white form to the other.
“Now Mason had caught Marthe in
his arm.
*Quick!
coming!’
"Mrf-.ndr their black hoods were
bastening toward us. Into the cartiage
we Tifted Marthe. The cochero erucked
whip. The horse's hoofs began to
Down the

1 warned, “The nuns are

Malycon Drive, under the cotoanut
palms, we dashed with the cochero
Jabbering wildly in Spanish. Louder

and louder grew the rattle of our car-
risge—fainter and fainter the cries of
the nuns,

“And as Malita came out of the
night to meet us. duwn crept up the
sky, fushing the towers of the walled
city im faint lghtings of pink and
violet. And across the lovers' faces
there stole a breeze—not a hreexe, just
u_quiet moving of soft odors from one
place to the other”



